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stuffed with the same dreams and fluttering thoughts?
In one of the world's greatest romances is not the
most breathless moment concerned with the discovery
of a human footprint In the sand? Does not the
world's story begin with one human being meeting
another? As I keep my eyes fixed on the nearing
figure the last of my vague fancies and egotistical
imaginings are blown away; my mind is engrossed by
the solidly romantic possibilities of the encounter.
Just as I was glad to escape from the sight and sound
of men, so I am eager now to break my solitude: the
circle is complete. And as we come up together, the
stranger and I, I give him a loud greeting, and he, a
little startled, returns the salute; and so we pass on,
fellow-travellers and nameless companions in a great
adventure, knowing no more of each other than the
brief sight of a face, the sound of a voice can tell us.
We only cry out a Hail and Farewell through the
mist, yet I think we go on our way a little heartened.